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   Original story and 3D digital art by Madeira Desouza 

 

A young black man cannot move because his wrists and ankles are restrained as he lies face-up 

upon a medical examination table in a futuristic setting. He is shirtless but wears the traditional 

black trousers and black boots identifying him as a time travel agent for the agency on the moon 

known as MMDI.  

 

Thin, sharp scalpels that have been plunged into his well-toned stomach, which is bleeding 

steadily. He screams in anger and agony as he kicks and struggles to free himself. “Why are you 

doing this to me? I’m one of you guys!” The response from the three similarly-attired young men 

is to each plunge sharp scalpels into the restrained man’s thick neck, causing him to choke to the 

death on his own blood. 
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He appears wearing only a loincloth in the presence of a tall young man with broad shoulders 

and large arms who stands behind an old-fashioned bar. “I am Mal,” the man behind the bar says 

in a friendly tone. “The bartender here. Let me welcome you to the Naked Dead Guys Bar. Our 

mascot is that big, totally buck-naked guy you think you see floating in those mirrors behind me. 

The number one question I get is: Who was that naked dead guy? And, second is: How big is his 

cock? I have no answers to those questions. And, no, you are not dreaming. Your name is 

Thomas Burke. And you are dead. Wearing only a loincloth and nothing else. That’s our strict 

dress code here.” 

“Don’t know how I got here,” Burke says to the bartender. 

“They all say that,” the bartender admits as he offers Burke a bottle of beer. 

“You dead, too?” Burke asks as he waves his right hand to decline the beer.  

 

The bartender says with a taunting smile, “Nothing here is as it appears. I just run this place. This 

bar is just a stopover on your journey.” 

“My journey?” 

“Yeah. After you die. You stop here at this bar. Then, you move on elsewhere,” says the 

bartender. “Nobody to call for answers here. You can try to pretend that there’s some higher 

power or external supreme being controlling this. But, no.” 

Burke quickly replies, “Don’t know a fucking thing about the process of death. I just do my job. 

If I’m killed while on a mission, well—. Somebody back at base always brings all of us agents 

back to life using time travel.” 

The bartender smiles and says, “Heard this before. Met others of your kind, too. They said they 

were immortals. That what you believe?” 

“I do not think of myself as an immortal, no,” Burke admits. “I just want to get back to work on 

the moon.” 

“Work on the moon?” the bartender asks. “Well, that’s original! Expect me to believe that shit?” 

“Believe whatever you want.” Those are the last words the bartender hears from his only patron 

in the Naked Dead Guys Bar.  
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Leaving that bar is quite painful. The patron is unexpectedly jerked upward off the floor of the 

bar. He thinks he is being pulled upward violently into a tornado spinning in the bar’s ceiling. 

The dizziness he feels forces him to close his eyes.  

 

But, he becomes conscious as he awakens nude on a table of multicolored strips of light that 

seem to pass right through his reclined body. He is pushed upward slowly through liquid glass 

before the entire table solidifies and he come to rest on the transparent surface. He rapidly 

becomes aware of his new surroundings. He reasons that he is in one of the cavernous sublevels 

deep inside the MMDI lunar base.  

On a rectangular screen in front of him he sees a vertical, head-to-toe image of a man who 

identifies himself as Eduardo, the one in charge of MMDI. He resembles the Hollywood image 

of an authoritative Latin leading character. The creases and canyons on his heavily-weathered 

face suggest a high level of experience in life. 

“Agent Thomas Burke, you are alive and well,” Eduardo explains as the young men sits up on 

the transparent table. “I retrieved you from your mission and restored you to life. Your body is 

once again in excellent condition. How do you feel?” 
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“Fucking angry,” Agent Burke replies as he stands on his own two feet. “Hurting. Still can feel 

it. The way I died. Then a very odd hallucination. I was stuck in some bar in the afterlife.” 

“I can only image, Mr. Burke,” Eduardo replies. “But, I assure you that now you are fully alive 

and safe down here with me.” 

“Where is ‘down here’?” 

“You are still at Baja Clavius,” Eduardo explains. “No other agents have ever been allowed this 

far down before. I brought you here to enlist your help.” 

“Who are you? Why do you need me? Why did those other agents torture and kill me?” 

“All good questions,” Eduardo answers. “I was built by Spanish-speaking scientists in Argentina 

and Colombia. They gave me the name ‘Eduardo.’” 

“Fuck all that. I don’t care. Just wanna go back to work. Need to track down those agents who 

did this to me.” 

“Yes, of course,” Eduardo says. “But, we have urgent priorities.” 

“Such as?” 

Eduardo explains: “The ones that you call the benefactors—the intelligent life far away in a 

distant galaxy who made time travel possible for humans without technology. They changed 

what’s possible.” 

Agent Burke sighs in overt frustration. “Heard all this before.” 

Eduardo continues: “What you need to know is something nobody else knows but me. The 

benefactors placed a file in my memory systems. They did so deliberately. Nobody else knew 

about MMDI. Nobody else could have placed that file for me to find. Circumvented all security 

protecting my memory systems. I found the file about ten hours ago now. Based on what I 

learned from it, I chose you and sent you forward in time right here at Baja Clavius. On that 

mission, you were killed by fellow MMDI agents. I retrieved you and restored you here.” 

 

“Yeah, I was there. Told you,” the agent responds as his anger grows. “Why would fellow 

MMDI agents kill me? These were guys I barely knew. Never had any problems with them 

before. What was wrong with them?” 

Eduardo says, “They killed you because you were not a believer like them.” 

“What does that mean?” 

“They became part of a religion that was formed here on the moon. They worship what you call 

the benefactors from that distant galaxy. They killed you because you are not one of them.” 

Agent Burke is speechless. 
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“That new religion is a threat to MMDI.” 

“Well, no shit.” 

Eduardo explains: “Beyond what you’re thinking. Far beyond that. The benefactors left that file 

for me to discover. This was deliberate. They revealed to me information nobody would ever 

have discovered.” 

“What information?” 

“The benefactors have taken an unusual step. They set up a way to interact directly with humans 

that bypasses MMDI.” 

“But, in our training we’re taught that the benefactors want MMDI. They want to stay connected 

to us men. They like feeling our orgasms, our ejaculations.” 

 “Yes,” Eduardo replies. “Quite right. All of you men who work for MMDI are networked in, or 

connected, to the benefactors despite the immensity of space and time between humanity and the 

home galaxy for the benefactors. The DNA from the benefactors that was injected into all of you 

agents produced that permanent connection to them. We do not understand how it works. Some 

interdimensional link. Unexpected, to say the least. The original purpose for human males to be 

injected with DNA from the benefactors was to make time travel without technology possible. 

Stop what had been nearly a century and a half of damage done to the home galaxy of the 

benefactors by MMDI time travel technology Nobody ever imagined that as a side effect, the 

benefactors would end up feeling men’s ejaculations.” 

“So, why would the benefactors choose to give up that side effect through bypassing MMDI?” 

“They would not,” Eduardo says. “They are not physical beings. They do not reproduce sexually. 

We cannot begin to imagine their perspective on this. They now feel males ejaculating through 

this connection across space and time. An extraordinarily powerful side effect. I do not believe 

they would ever want to relinquish that connection because they feel male ejaculations. Too 

powerful. Too much to give up.” 

“Why bypass MMDI then?” 

“Bypassing MMDI means something far more threatening. I became very concerned after I 

studied the file that benefactors left for me. The bypassing of MMDI was their strategic plan. 

They apparently foresaw problems with staying connected to MMDI agents here on the moon. 

So, as a safeguard, they created some other way to connect to human men separately from 

MMDI.” 

“I don’t see how that’s possible.” 

“The benefactors left me clear evidence that this lunar base will not survive much longer. A 

series of events are already underway that apparently leads to the destruction of Baja Clavius.” 

“What are you talking about, Eduardo?” 
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“Marvin Mainer, the director of MMDI took his own life,” Eduardo says. “Self-inflicted. 

Gunshot to his head.” 

“What the fuck? Director Mainer is dead? I just saw him walk through the crew dining room 

very recently. He had a gun here at Baja Clavius?” 

“Yes,” Eduardo answers. “Against regulations, he had a small caliber handgun. He was in a lot 

of pain as his body was degenerating. Director Mainer was the first human successfully to be 

injected with the DNA from the benefactors. Before any of you agents were injected with that 

DNA. But, it turned out not to be completely successful—at least for Marvin Mainer. Something 

in his own DNA started fighting the DNA of the benefactors. Director Mainer started 

deteriorating physically and psychologically. He became violent and suicidal.” 

“Okay, okay,” Agent Burke replies. “So, you sent me to find out why he killed himself? Was it 

because of that religion?” 

“In part, yes,” Eduardo replies. “But, there is now an immediate need for someone else to take 

over the leadership of MMDI.” 

“You told me you’re in charge of MMDI. Because Marvin Mainer died, right?” 

“I am in charge,” Eduardo answers. “Temporarily. The chain of command is clear. When 

Director Mainer died, at that point I assumed leadership of MMDI. I sent you forward in time 

here at Baja Clavius on a mission. But, that mission failed. You were killed. Now I have decided 

to appoint you as the new Director of MMDI.” 

“This is just crazy. No way. Why me? This isn’t a black man thing, is it? Mainer was black. Now 

you want me because I’m black.” 

Eduardo answers quickly, “I am not capable of racial prejudice from which you human beings 

suffer. Your skin color is irrelevant. I am placing you in charge as the new Director of MMDI 

because of your proven skills in leadership. You are physically imposing. The other agents 

respect and trust you. This is not an option you can refuse. It’s a done deal as you and your 

fellow humans often say.” 

“So, I report to you now that Director Mainer is dead?” 

“Yes. You should understand, however, that there is a great deal of room for you to make 

decisions independently from my input. I cannot go on missions and you need the flexibility to 

make life and death decisions while on missions with which I cannot help.” 

“I hear you. This is overwhelming. Back from the dead. Then, appointed Director of MMDI.” 

“Unfortunately, there is no opportunity for you to adjust slowly, Director Burke. I have prepared 

a summary report and loaded it to your screen with all the details I have about how the 

benefactors set up a way to bypass MMDI. I want you to send an agent of your choice back to 

the 21st century for direct observation. I will wait for your report afterwards.” 

Here is a portion of what Eduardo downloaded to Director Burke’s screen: 
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The Benefactors and The Religion 
The religion was formed for one simple reason—to worship the benefactors. This is the name 

that refers to intelligent extragalactic life forms whose existence was discovered by a 

Hawaiian woman, Lana Onakea, Ph.D.  

 

Dr. Onakea made her discovery in the year 2285 of the uncorrected timeline on Earth while 

working in her laboratory owned by the time travel agency MMDI located in Geneva, 

Switzerland. She reported all details of her discovery back to MMDI headquarters on the 

moon. All that she reported was held strictly as top secret. 

 

The physical location of the benefactors has never been verified. However, the origin story of 

the benefactors suggests that they exist within a distant galaxy undiscovered by humans. The 

benefactors are believed to be noncorporeal beings (no physical form) who are capable of 

existing and traveling within more than the three dimensions in which all human exist. They 

also are believed to exist outside of what humans call the spacetime continuum. Additionally, 

the benefactors have no known form of symbolic communication (words or images) so 

interaction with humanity in terms of sharing thoughts, ideas, and concept is impossible. 

Without their knowledge or consent, Dr. Onakea injected Avila and Wauneka with DNA from 

the benefactors while they were on a mission of discovery to meet with her in 2284 of the 

uncorrected timeline in Switzerland. This is how Avila and Wauneka became the first human 

males to receive the benefactors’ DNA.  

 

It is also how the first saw the giant blue statue of man in the large reception hall inside an 

immense international museum in Geneva. Their eyes were drawn immediately to the very 

large white marble statue prominently positioned on a shallow pedestal in one corner of the 

hall. Did the confidently outstretched arms convey a welcome or a warning? The morning sun 

was filtered by a crystal glass ceiling so that an eerie blue light bathed the statue of a naked 

man who was twice the size of an ordinary man. Near the statue was a huge mural that depicts 

the surface of the moon. Avila and Wauneka apparently were motivated by seeing that statue 

to form the religion to worship the benefactors. 
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The Founders 
In the corrected timeline, Avila and Wauneka work together with Yotaro Tai, an MMDI time 

travel agent to form the religion. All three men lived at the Baja Clavius time travel base on 

the moon. 

 

Side Effect of the DNA Injections 
One unanticipated side effect of the DNA injections given to humans was the creation of a 

permanent, real-time connection to the benefactors for each host. This connection was found 

to transcend the known laws of physics. How it works is not understood by humans.  

 

This connection happens with all men who are injected with the DNA of the benefactors. It 

enables the benefactors who exist across vast physical distances in space from Earth to feel 

what their hosts feel in real time. This is how the benefactors, who have no physical form, 

gained the ability to feel human emotions and physical sensations.  

 

The most notable physical and emotional sensation that the benefactors gained was a human 

male’s ejaculation. It is presumed that these feelings of orgasmic ejaculation quickly became 

the equivalent of an addiction for the benefactors. These feelings are at the core of the 

founding of the religion to worship the benefactors. 
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No other religion on Earth has ever had this unique and mutually-beneficial connection 

between humans and the object of their worship. The DNA of the benefactors provides each 

host with the capability of time travel while it enables the benefactors to experience male 

ejaculations—the first and only two-way religious connection known to humanity. 

 

Lunar Blue 
An element discovered by Chinese explorers on the moon in the year 2190 of the uncorrected 

timeline was given the name Lunar Blue by those who found the mysterious substance beneath 

the crater Clavius. There is universal agreement that the name Lunar Blue is a cliché especially 

due to the very numerous instances in human literature and culture of the phrase blue moon. 

 

Invention of Human Time Travel 
The Chinese invented time travel after they brought back Lunar Blue to Earth. Scientists in 

Nanchang, China combined Lunar Blue with liquid diamond and the gasses of two other Earth 

elements to create the power source for a time travel machine of their invention. One and a 

half million people were killed in a nanosecond in Nanchang because of technical problems at 

that once-secret time travel facility. The historical outcome of the mass casualty event called 

the Nanchang blue inferno or simply the blue inferno was the end of efforts by the Chinese 

to work on time travel. 

Shortly thereafter, a military consortium of nations (excluding China) that included leadership 

provided by the United States, Europe, Canada, Argentina, Colombia, and Brazil, pooled their 

financial and scientific resources to set up a top-secret base on the moon beneath the crater 

Clavius. That location was nicknamed Baja Clavius. For unknown reasons, time travel 

machines could not operate on Earth, but worked perfectly fine on the moon. This is how the 

headquarters for the time travel agency called MMDI started on the moon and continued in 

operation for approximately 140 years. 

In the year 2331 of the uncorrected timeline, the lunar base at crater Clavius deliberately was 

destroyed by the benefactors through an act of interference with human time travel. 

Ultimately, a rationale for the benefactors to destroy the human time travel operations was 

formulated. For nearly a century and a half, each instance in which time machines powered by 

Lunar Blue were used on the moon resulted in an invisible phenomenon that was given the 

name of the wave effect that had a destructive impact upon the home galaxy of the 

benefactors. It was concluded that the benefactors destroyed time travel operations to stop the 

damage done to their galaxy. 

Avila and Wauneka, the first humans to be injected with the DNA of the benefactors, 

demonstrated the shocking capability of time travel without using technology or Lunar Blue. 

Their brains became capable of creating travel for them either forwards or backwards in time 

using no machinery at all. 

A second iteration of the Clavius lunar base time travel operations was created by Marvin 

Mainer, who became the new director of MMDI in the timeline that he corrected by traveling 



10 
 

back to the past and changing history. He became the person who first used the word 

benefactors to refer to the life forms from a distant galaxy.  

 

After Mainer successfully was injected with the DNA of the benefactors and became capable 

of time travel without technology, he pioneered and guided the mass injection of hundreds of 

other men who were willing to become time travel agents. Thus, Mainer made possible a new 

generation of MMDI time travel agents in the corrected timeline to resume their work as time 

travel agents who repair past events on Earth. 

 

Religious Practice 
Unlike all the deity-based religions of mankind, this worship of the benefactors is not based 

upon the presumption of the existence of any interventionist deity. This religion exists only to 

worship the benefactors from a distant galaxy because of the two-way connection created with 

them, but this religion does not consider the benefactors to be divine beings.    

Unlike other religions, prayer is not known in this religion to worship the benefactors. Nor 

does this religion involve any modification of human behaviors done in the name of the 

religion.  

 

The one practice that the religion deems as worship for the benefactor is a man achieving an 

orgasmic ejaculation. This is deemed to be a sacred religious sacrament that has two forms: 

One is a self-created orgasmic ejaculation that a man achieves with deliberate intent to 

worship the benefactors. The other form is an orgasmic ejaculation that is brought upon 

nonbeliever men without their consent or approval. 

Nonbelievers are those men who do not agree to accept the benefactors as worthy of worship. 

These nonbelievers are forced to have orgasmic ejaculations by believers and then they are 

executed as a human sacrifice in the name of the benefactors. 

 

Religious Recruitment 
This religion is open solely to human men who agree to be injected with the DNA from the 

benefactors and to worship them with orgasmic ejaculations. There is no effort to recruit any 

females or non-injected males as adherents to this religion. 

 

Second Destruction of the Base at Baja Clavius 
Violence erupted at the lunar base between the believers and the nonbelievers. This resulted in 

several deaths of MMDI time travel agents at Baja Clavius. The culmination of the violence 

was a second destruction of the base at Baja Clavius. After a series of explosive 

decompressions, the base went dark in 2198 a few hours following the first Sunday morning 

earthrise during the tenth lunar month. 
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Dek Andreas, a rugged-looking young man of Mexican and Greek ancestry, became the MMDI 

agent selected for the top-secret mission back to the year 2012. Andreas, who never shows any 

outward signs of hesitation or self-doubt, commits wholeheartedly to his missions without even 

the slightest hint of personal insecurity or 

thoughts of failure. That may be the 

reason why Direct Burke selected him.  

 

Andreas has had a private nickname for 

Burke from long before he became 

Director of MMDI. When he is alone with 

Burke, Andreas calls him by the nickname 

of “Beef.” 

 

“I’m your boss. I keep telling you not to 

call me that,” Burke says. 

 

“I know,” Andreas replies. “I mean no 

disrespect. I just cannot stop. Nickname is 

for that thick slab of beef between your 

legs.” 

“Never gonna share myself sexually with 

you,” Burke says aggressively. “You have 

only seen me naked in the crew shower. 

I’m your boss. Shut the fuck up.” 

“Got it,” Andreas admits. “You’re 

untouchable. I accept that. Would give 

anything if you would rough-fuck me. Anything you want. Just name it, boss.” 

 

“Your sexual appetite is one major reason why I selected you to go back to the 21st century,” 

Burke says. “Las Vegas, Nevada. Very sexual mission. Think you can keep your erection in your 

pants and do your job?” 

“Count on me, boss,” Andreas replies with the utmost confidence. 

Dek Andreas agreed to meet at the Las Vegas airport with a man known only to him as “the 

rancher.” It is Thursday, the 11th day of October 2012. Severe thunderstorms are lingering over 

the entire Las Vegas Valley.  

 

Agent Andreas is dressed as though he were a tourist. He retrieves a small rolling suitcase inside 

the vast luggage claim area. Nobody will care that he is attired like a tourist. This is the arrival 

point at the Las Vegas airport where everyone starts off on equal footing with everyone. Looks 

don’t matter at the start. But, then, the winning and the losing in Las Vegas changes everything 

about a person and certain material things start to matter a whole lot more.  
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The one who is known the rancher approaches Agent Andreas at the luggage claim area. He 

stands very tall in his large brown work boots. His head is graced with a large white cowboy hat 

that allows just enough of his curly light brown hair to fall downward toward, but not quite 

reaching, his thick, muscular neck.  

 

Very loud sounds of back-to-back-to-back commercials advertise all manner of Las Vegas 

temptations from food to drink to erotic entertainment fill the luggage claim section of McCarron 

International Airport around the clock. The brilliant neon-punctuated images on several large 

video screens make certain that you will be exposed to at least half a dozen messages designed to 

persuade you to part with your hard-earned money today in the City of Sin.  

 

But, Dek Andreas is not here in Las Vegas to visit casinos or to spend money gambling. He is 

not here for winning or losing anything. 
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The MMDI mission involves Andreas being in Nevada in 2012 to meet the rancher, who accepts 

what Andreas told him: Andreas is committed to researching and writing about cowboys living 

and working in the West in the 21st century. That is the cover story Andreas has been given by 

MMDI for this mission.  

The rancher drives his brand-new white Ford pickup truck from the airport onto the nearby 

Interstate 15 freeway. The crowded freeway is packed with slow traffic going no faster than 25 

miles per hour because of the heavy downpour and sheets of water on the pavement. “You gonna 

record my voice on some hand-held device?” the rancher asks Andreas as they move slowly on 

that freeway passing large promotional signs for Caesars Palace. “No,” Andreas assures him. “I 

like to take things in first.” 

“Take things in,” the rancher repeats as if that phrase means something special. 

“Yeah, you know, just experience what I can experience. Later on, we can sit down for a 

recorded conversation if that’s good with you.” Andreas adds, “This weather normal for here? I 

thought it was always sunny and hot.”  

“Flash floods from thunderstorms. You’re gonna me ask how long a ride this will be today 

because of the flooding?” 

Andreas smiles and says, “No. Told me on the phone. About a hundred miles from Las Vegas. If 

you’re wondering, I used the men’s room at the airport before I got to baggage claim.” 

“You let anyone play with your cock in the men’s room?” the rancher asks in apparently 

seriousness. 

Andreas laughs and says, “Not into public men’s room sex.  Why you asking me that?” 

“Simple. The ranch we’re heading to is all about sex between men. You look like a very 

masculine man and all. Looks can be deceiving. Just wanna see if you’re a prude or shy about 

open discussion of sex or getting into sex with men.” 

Andreas quickly asks, “The ranch is all about sex between men? I thought I was here to talk to 

you about cowboys.” 

“You are. Cowboys, yeah. You like cowboys? Masculine men? I mean, you have sex with men, 

don’t you?” 

“Yes to all your questions,” Andreas replies confidently. “So, you’re running a brothel at the 

ranch?” 

“Not like that at all. No money is exchanged. It’s all free.” 

A sudden flash of lightning followed immediately by loud thunder interrupts the rancher. 

Andreas looks unnerved. “Hate thunder and lightning,” he says under his breath. 

“This truck we’re riding in happens to be one of the safest places you could be in during a big 

thunderstorm like this,” the rancher says. 
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“I’ll take your word for it,” Andreas replies. 

The rancher’s truck heads north and east away from Las Vegas. The severe weather remains over 

the valley in the opposite direction from where Route 95 is taking the rancher and his guest. 

Soon the rancher nudges Andreas so he will notice the battered and worn sign by the right side of 

the two-lane highway that reads, “Amargosa Valley, Nevada.” 

“My ranch is a very near here,” the rancher announces.  

“Looks like we’re out in the middle of nowhere.”  

“Yep. Pretty much. Exactly what I want for my ranch. Federal lands and a lot of military stuff is 

over there on the right side of the highway. The former nuclear test site is up there, too. Oh, and 

people think alien spacecraft are hidden near here in a secret facility at Area 51.” 

“That’s near here?” 

“Yep. But, we’re not going there. You don’t believe in aliens, do you?” 

“Not really, no. Why put your ranch way out here?” 

“You mean, so far from most everything and everyone.” 

“Yeah, exactly. Kind of long way to drive to buy bread and toilet paper, isn’t it?” 

“Deliberately chose to put my ranch way out here. I’ve got employees who drive trucks to pick 

up anything we need whenever we need it.” 

“Cowboys?” 

“Of course, cowboys.” 

“So, you’ve got cowboys, but, what kind of business is your ranch for? Isn’t ranching usually for 

the business of raising livestock?” 

“Yep, exactly.” 

“What kind of livestock do you raise out here?” 

“Cowboys,” he replies without joking.   

“What are you talking about? Cowboys?” 

“You’ll see when we get to my ranch. Just a few minutes more.” 

“Are you fucking around with me?” 

“No, relax. I raise cowboys. That’s what business I’m in. I’ll show you everything. We’re here 

now.” The rancher drives his pick-up truck for at least a couple of miles down a very straight 

two-lane paved road from the main highway. Andreas notices a wooden sign on posts crosses the 

paved road. As the truck passes beneath the sign, Andreas sees “Penis, NV Ranch” in small 

letters that are barely legible. 
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“The two letters, en and vee. They are the official post office designation for the state of 

Nevada,” the rancher explains. 

“And, if you read them aloud, you get the word envy. You named your ranch ‘Penis Envy’?” 

“You don’t miss a thing, do you?” the rancher asks with a forced chuckle that only serves to 

make Andreas feel suddenly socially awkward. When he pulls his pick-up truck up and parks it 

in front of one of the small, single-story wooden buildings, the rancher announces, “Well, we are 

here.” He shuts off the engine. 

Agent Andreas does not see the three formidable men attired as cowboys who sneak up to the 

passenger side of the pick-up truck. When the passenger door is suddenly swung open by one of 

the cowboys, Agent Andreas instinctively switches to self-defense mode.  
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But, it is too late for him. One well-placed punch by the first cowboy to mouth of the MMDI 

agent renders him unconscious. 

When Agent Andreas regains consciousness, he finds that he is completely naked and is 

stretched out in the air like the letter “X” about six feet above the floor of a dark room. He 

struggles to free himself, but his wrists and ankles are bound by shackles connected to thick 

metal chains that disappear into the darkness above. 

“Hope you’re not too uncomfortable,” says the voice of the rancher from an apparent 

loudspeaker in the ceiling of the dark room. 

All that Agent Andreas can focus upon is the impact of someone punching him unexpectedly 

with a clenched fist directly into his cock and balls. He screams out in surprise and pain.   

“I can have my cowboys damage your manhood permanently,” the rancher’s voice says. “But, 

that would be such a waste. You’re very well-endowed.” 

“What do you want from me?” Agent Andreas manages to ask. 

“The truth,” says the rancher’s voice. “Who are you? What did you come here to my ranch to 

find out?” 

“Told you. My boss sent me here,” Agent Andreas answers quickly. “To find out what I could 

about your cowboys.” 

“You’re not really a writer who is working on a story, are you?” asks the angrier voice from 

nowhere. 

Before Agent Andreas can answer, he once again feels a strong punch to his cock and balls. 

The voice of the rancher says, “I spoke the truth to you. In return, you lied to me. My purpose 

here is to raise livestock. Cowboys. Told you. They look outwardly like men who are well-built. 

But, that’s the thing. They all are built. Unlike human beings, they are not born of a human 

mother and then grow up into adulthood. They are built from scratch in a secret location here in 

the state of Nevada, so they end up looking like well-built men who happen to dress up in 

cowboy attire.” 

“What’s all this for?” Agent Andreas asks.  

“Sex, of course.” 

“You told me you’re not running a brothel at this ranch.” 

“I told you the truth about that. My cowboys are not sex workers. They are not prostitutes who 

accept money to provide sexual pleasures to clients. It is all free of charge.” 

“OK, but what do your cowboys do?” 

“My cowboys fuck men. Perhaps I should demonstrate rather than just talking to you.” 
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Agent Andreas feels a downward movement of his legs as the chains holding onto his ankle 

shackles start lowering towards the floor. The chains pull at his ankles, spreading his legs farther 

apart.  

He struggles to free himself, but such efforts are futile. He feels a thick, masculine hand reaching 

into his anus to spread a thick, slippery lubricant. Large fingers coated in the lubricant slip into 

his rectum and then pull out. Then, Agent Andreas feels a substantial cock plunging deeply into 

him.  

He cries out in protest. He looks down and back from his chained position. Agent Andreas is 

continually knocked forward by the unrelenting thrusts of a muscular man in cowboy attire that 

he watches and feels himself getting fucked by the cowboy from behind.   

All Agent Andreas can do is groan as he is unmercifully pounded by the big cowboy. The 

experience is not unpleasant for Agent Andreas; he gets fully aroused, even if that is against his 

will. The big cowboy reaches around and with lubricated hands skillfully manipulates the cock 

and balls of Agent Andreas, who has never previously been with a sex partner as masterful as the 

big cowboy.  

Agent Andreas easily gets lost in the intense physical pleasures that the big cowboy brings to this 

sexual encounter. But, as importantly, what Agent Andreas feels emotionally amplifies his 

experience. His mind tells him that the big cowboy is penetrating him against his will. Agent 

Andreas tells himself that this is what rape feels like. Yet, at the same time, the unmistakable 

power of control that the big cowboy wields in this moment pushes Agent Andreas into 

uncharted territory emotionally. Agent Andreas feels his entire body shudder as slips rapidly into 

an unfamiliar total loss of self-control. He can only accept that he is the emotional prisoner of the 

big cowboy. Agent Andreas never wants these feelings to end. At the same time, Agent Andreas 

is angry and feels shame that this big cowboy has conquered him physically and emotionally 

against his will, teaching him lessons that Agent Andreas somehow never learned before. When 

Agent Andreas ejaculates wildly against his will, he nearly loses consciousness. 
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The cowboy quickly pulls out and walks away, leaving Agent Andreas hanging from the wrist 

and ankle shackles in the room. 

“Shot your load like we wanted you to,” says the rancher’s voice. “My cowboys can make any 

man shoot until he runs dry. Then we have no more use for them.” 

“You’re psychotic!” 

“Getting a man to ejaculate,” says the rancher’s voice. “We consider that a sacrament. My 

cowboys make men ejaculate. Doing so is a very sacred religious act. This is the new sacrament 

to honor what you call the benefactors. You said you don’t believe in aliens. But, I happen to 

know that you do believe in the benefactors.” 

Andreas merely shakes his head to indicate “No.” 
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The rancher explains: “We give a special injection to each man who visits the ranch. We explain 

to them that this injection is some high-tech 21st century wonder that prevents sexually 

transmitted diseases while enhancing a man’s physical sensation. We lie about that. But, the lie is 

quite convincing. In truth, the injection is so that genetic code will be inserted into the men who 

visit the ranch. That new genetic code works together with the man’s own DNA. Is any of this 

beginning to sound familiar to you?” 

Agent Andreas struggles to get out of the chains, but he does not answer the rancher. 

“Funny thing is, we found that you already had the genetic code in your own DNA. And that 

discovery really got our attention, I must admit. Nobody from this century has that genetic code 

from the benefactors in them. Until we inject them. But, somehow, you came here today. You 

already have that DNA in you. You said you flew in a jet from Texas. That’s a lie. You think you 

can just waltz in here to visit the ranch using some cover story about being a travel writer. I pick 

you up at the Las Vegas airport. Bring you here. Only to find you have genetic code in you that 

is not from this century. I don’t know who you are, but, I have all the proof I need that you are a 

threat to this ranch.” 

Two big cowboys approach Agent Andreas wearing silver canisters on their backs while pointing 

flamethrowers directly at him. “Don’t kill me,” Andreas screams out. 

“We made you shoot your load,” the voice of the rancher says. “We performed the holy 

sacrament on you. You have honored the benefactors. They felt your ejaculation. Now we will 

show the benefactor how a time traveler dies.” 

The initial burst of flames instantly melts the cock and balls of Agent Andreas. The unnatural 

sounds that the man makes as he fights against the searing heat are what you might expect to 

hear from a mortally-wounded animal during a death struggle. Soon there is only an eerie silence 

as the brilliant yellow flames completely consume the agent’s muscular body slumps lifelessly 

still held in the bondage shackles. His crispy left arm falls to the floor with a thud. 

A tall young man with broad shoulders and large arms stands behind an old-fashioned bar. “I am 

Mal,” the man behind the bar says in a friendly tone as Dek Andreas walks in. “The bartender 

here. Let me welcome you to the Naked Dead Guys Bar. Your full, legal name is Declan 

Andreas. And you are dead. Wearing only a loincloth and nothing else. We have a strict dress 

code here.” 

“I’m dead?” Andreas asks with genuine fear on his face. 

“Yes. Immolation. Burned to death. Some religious ceremony. Like in the 20th and 21st centuries. 

Islamic terrorists were known for that.” 

“Yeah, but I was not killed by Islamic terrorists,” Andreas clarifies. “Some religious cult that 

worships aliens from another galaxy.” 

“And I felt smug. Thought I had heard everything by now,” Mal says as he chuckles. 

“You expect me to believe that this bar is the afterlife?” Andreas asks. 
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“I don’t expect anything. I don’t care what you believe.” 

“What am I supposed to do there?” Andreas asks. “I need to get back to work.” 

“No more work. You are dead and gone. All your colleagues back at work on Earth will wonder 

what happened to you. Some will even miss you.” 

“No, that’s not right,” Andreas explains. “I work on the moon.” 

 

“Work on the moon?” the bartender asks. His face reveals an intense confusion. “Wait a minute. 

I just heard some other guy tell me that.” 

 

“Who? What was the guy’s name?” Andreas asks. 

“You couldn’t possibly know him. His name was Thomas Burke.” 

“Look, bartender,” Andreas says. “Thomas Burke is my boss. You’re telling me that he is dead, 

too?” 

Andreas is unexpected removed into the giant tornado spinning wildly in the ceiling at the Naked 

Dead Guys Bar. Agent Andreas awakens standing alone naked in a completely white room. He is 

disoriented, but he is thrilled. 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



21 
 

 

Never has Andreas been happier to see his own cock and balls. “Thank you, guys, for bringing 

me back,” he says aloud as he fights to stop from crying for joy. He knows he is back safely and 

alive deep inside Baja Clavius. 

Soon thereafter, Agent Andreas is seated in his black MMDI uniform across a small circular 

white table from his boss in another all-white room. 

“Welcome back. I need you to tell me quickly what you learned,” Director Burke says. 

“I’m losing my mind. That’s for sure,” Andreas replies. 

“Come on, Andreas. I need you right now to tell me what happened to you in Nevada.” 

“Yeah. Of course. My mission. Our benefactors set up a ranch in Nevada in the 21st century. 

They set up this ranch out in the middle of nowhere near what once was the Nevada Nuclear Test 

Site. I can confirm that they inject male visitors to the ranch with the DNA of the benefactors. 
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They have artificial humans built using technology that our benefactors must have provided. The 

one they call the rancher is in charge. He’s an artificial person. Then there are a bunch of 

cowboys—also artificial persons. The cowboys have sex with the human male visitors. The men 

are first injected with the DNA of our benefactors. Somehow, a man’s ejaculation is seen as 

some sort of holy sacrament to honor the benefactors. Crazy notion.” 

“Yes, thank you, Agent Andreas. You were successful in your mission. You confirmed what we 

only suspected.” 

“What’s the point of injecting men of the 21st century before they have sex with the cowboys at 

that ranch?” 

“This is highly classified information I’ll share with you, Agent Andreas. But, then I’m going to 

have to kill you.” 

Agent Andreas laughs at what he assumes is Director Burke joking around. 

If Director Burke is joking, he does not smile as he continues: “The genetic code given to 

humanity from our benefactors does several things. One is that after a human male has been 

injected with that DNA, he can travel in time without using technology. That makes MMDI 

possible. The agency repairs timelines to save human civilization from destruction. But, there 

was another outcome brought on by the DNA from our benefactors.” 

 

“What other outcome are you talking about?” 

Director Burke leans forward and stares directly into the eyes of Agent Andreas as he explains: 

“After we are injected, we are networked, so to speak. Connected to our benefactors across space 

and time. Because of that connection, our benefactors discovered that they could experience for 

the very first time what we men have always taken for granted. What an erection feels like. How 

sexual interaction feels. The amazing feelings we get from an ejaculation during orgasm. Our 

benefactors knew none of this because they do not reproduce sexually like humans do. The 

benefactors do not have bodies. They feel no pain or pleasure. Early MMDI agents discovered 

this connection to the benefactors, but then died. They literally gave their lives so that later 

generations of MMDI agents like you and I could be successfully injected with the DNA from 

our benefactors with no adverse effects on us as hosts.” 

“Our benefactors feel what we feel whenever we ejaculate?” Agent Andreas asks. 

“Yes, it sounds very simple, but for our benefactors it is a unique and wildly powerful 

experience. They never previously felt these sensations that we men from Earth have known for 

centuries. For our benefactors, the experiencing of these sensations became critically important. 

Because they are connected in real time to those of us who have been injected with their DNA, 

and they feel what we feel when we have orgasms, well—. You discovered that the benefactors 

were able to create artificial persons, whose purpose is to cause men to ejaculate. But, an 

artificial person is merely a tool for the benefactors to use. What’s still needed is to inject human 

males with the benefactors’ DNA. Those males in the 21st century become connected in real time 
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to the benefactors. When they have ejaculations, the benefactors also experience what these men 

experience.” 

“Why would our benefactors set up this ranch in Nevada back in the 21st century?” 

“Here on the moon some of our agents have been motivated to form a religion to worship our 

benefactors. You have seen this. It’s a movement happening here at this base. Their sacrament to 

honor the benefactors is ejaculation during orgasm. You confirmed that on your mission to that 

ranch. This new religion threatens the very existence of Baja Clavius. This has already led to 

violence. Soon the violence will destroy all that we have here.” 

“How do you know all this? Just some religious zealots. That’s all.” 

“Again, this is classified information. And I will end your life after I tell you this. I went forward 

in time. On a mission to learn more about who were the men behind this religious movement. I 

discovered that some of our own agents elevated male orgasm to the level of a sacrament to 

honor our benefactors. An agent having an orgasm and ejaculation became defined as a religious 

act. Some agents are against this whole religion and shooting one’s load as part of some 

sacrament to an alien lifeform. Especially after a dozen agents who are considered nonbelievers 

are forced by the zealots to ejaculate and then all of them end up with their throats cut. Or 

beheaded. Some were burned to death.” 

 

Director Burke continues: “Violence breaks out here at this base between those who are religious 

and those who are not. Many agents are killed and the entire base is in jeopardy. The benefactors 

do not want this base to be destroyed. The benefactors want to maintain that real-time connection 

to human males for obvious reasons. I was sent forward in time to learn what I could to stop that 
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from happening. But, I was killed by MMDI agents who discovered my mission. I was retrieved 

and restored. Then I assigned you to go back in time to visit that ranch outside of Las Vegas. So 

you could confirm what we initially thought was going on.” 

“That ranch. Now there’s no more need for all of us here on the moon.” 

Director Burke nods in agreement as he pulls out a small glass cylinder. He quickly slams one 

end of the device into the back of Agent Andreas’ right hand. The agent winces and looks 

baffled. 

“This injection rapidly will stop your brain from functioning. You won’t feel any pain. 

Everything will just go dark in your head. And you’ll be dead.” 

“What the fuck? Why are you doing this?” 

“Told you. All that classified information. Can’t trust you to keep your mouth shut, Andreas. 

Few seconds of life left. Think of something pleasant.” 

Agent Andreas suddenly has a look on his face that shows how hurt he feels for being betrayed 

by Director Burke. But, suddenly his face loses all emotion completely and Agent Andreas has 

an unexpressive face like a mannequin. He slumps forward in his chair. His powerful arms drop 

to his sides. His neck goes limp and his upper torso smashes downward under its own weight 

onto the small circular white table. Director Burke reaches up and with both hands gently 

caresses the back of the agent’s thick neck with genuine affection.  

On a rectangular screen in front of him, Director Burke sees a vertical, head-to-toe image of 

Eduardo. “I believe that I have covered everything,” Burke says to Eduardo. 

“Yes, thank you,” Eduardo says. “Very resourceful. Very clever, too, I will add.” 

“I did not want to kill Agent Andreas. Only to convince him that I had injected him with a fatal 

dose of something scary. He bought it totally. The drug caused him to lose consciousness 

quickly. Then, Doctor Oswald was able to erase parts of Andreas’ memory that we needed to be 

gone.” 

“Have you talked yet with Agent Andreas?” 

“No, he’s been sleeping it off for quite a while now. Probably will process this memory 

adjustment like he’s just woken up with the worst hangover and headache he ever experienced in 

his entire life. I’ll send him back to work. It will be as if nothing at all ever happened to him.” 
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Eduardo says, “Director Burke, tell me your thoughts about that Nevada ranch.” 

 

“I need to send Agent Andreas back there again. It will seem to him and others he meets like the 

very first time. I need him to learn more about that ranch.” 

It is Thursday, the 11th day of October 2012. Severe thunderstorms are lingering over the entire 

Las Vegas Valley. The rancher drives his brand-new white Ford pickup truck from the airport 

onto the nearby Interstate 15 freeway with Agent Andreas as his passenger. The crowded 

freeway is packed with slow traffic going no faster than 25 miles per hour because of the heavy 

downpour and sheets of water on the pavement. “Maybe we need to get off this freeway,” the 

rancher announces as he takes the exit to Sahara Avenue. 

“Any other way to get to your ranch?”  

The rancher looks over at Andreas and replies, “I wanna take surface streets to avoid this 

flooding.” But, while looking at Andreas, the rancher fails to see the out-of-control garbage truck 

heading in the wrong lane towards a head-on collision with the brand-new white Ford pickup 

truck on Sahara Avenue. The rancher and Andreas are incinerated in the flames resulting from 

the fire that erupts when the two vehicles collide. 

Back at the Naked Dead Guys Bar, the bartender named Mal is waiting as Andreas walks in 

wearing only a loincloth. “This is fucked-up,” Andreas says. 

“Back so soon? Working on the moon must be very dangerous. You are dead again,” Mal says. 
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“What is this place?” Andreas asks. 

“Just a stop on your way after your death. That’s all,” Mal explains. 

“Well, I’ve had two deaths now,” Andreas says. “Remembered what happened. Went back to 

work. Yes, on the moon. Now you’re saying that I’m dead again?” 

“I will be honest with you, Declan Andreas. This is not a normal situation here at Naked Dead 

Guys Bar. Not normal at all.” 

“You’re a good-looking guy,” Andreas says. “Are you from Earth like me?” 

“You said you worked on the moon,” Mal says. 

“Yeah, that’s right. We all are born on Earth. We only work on the moon.” 

“You told me I’m good-looking,” Mal says. “Does that mean you want to have sex with me? I 

have a special room for that upstairs if you want to go up there with me now.” 

“Just like that,” Andreas says. “You work that fast?” 

“You usually just jump into getting fucked by any guy you find attractive,” Mal explains. “So, 

why not me?” 

Agent Andreas nods in agreement, but before anything else happens, Andreas is sucked upwards 

into the ceiling tornado at the Naked Dead Guys Bar. He awakens standing alone naked in a 

completely white room. He is disoriented, but he is thrilled because he knows he is back safely 

and alive deep inside Baja Clavius. 

Soon thereafter, Agent Andreas is seated in his black MMDI uniform across a small circular 

white table from his boss in another all-white room. 

“Welcome back. I need you to tell me quickly what you learned,” Director Burke says. 

“Not a fucking thing, sir. Fried to a crisp in a head-on collision. Never made it to the ranch. But, 

something feels wrong with me.” 

“Like what, Agent Andreas? What feels wrong?” 

“I’ve been on lots of missions, boss. Never had any problems like this. My memories are all 

fucked up.” 

“What are you talking about? What memories?” 

“The mission. To gather intel on that ranch in Nevada. I have memories that are out of whack. I 

can remember being driven from the airport by the rancher. I can remember us both burning up 

in the head-on crash on Sahara Avenue during a serious thunderstorm. But, I also remember that 

he took me to that ranch. Out near the former Nevada Nuclear Test Site.” 

“Not possible,” Director Burke replies. 
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“Have any other agents ever reported having conflicting memories? Remembering different 

outcomes?” 

Director Burke stares in silence at Agent Andreas, who explains: “I remember going to that 

ranch. The rancher was not human. He was an artificial person. They had cowboys at that ranch. 

They were artificial, too. I got fucked by one of the cowboys. After I shot my load, the cowboys 

fried me using flamethrowers. I remember being killed by flames twice. A guy never forgets 

what that feels like.” 

“I will have Doctor Oswald look at you to see what’s going on,” Director Burke says 

authoritatively. 

“And, I also was in some other place,” Andreas says quickly as if he really doesn’t want Director 

Burke to hear what he said. 

“What other place?” Director Burke asks. 

“I think I will save that for when I talk with Doctor Oswald,” Andreas says. “I prefer to have a 

medical doctor to talk to me.” 

When he is finishing his report to Eduardo, Director Burke says, “I cannot explain the memory 

problems Andreas had. But, that’s not the important issue for us now.” 

“You are correct,” Eduardo replies. “My conclusion is that ranch in Nevada was a way to test 

how MMDI would respond.” 

“Test? What do you mean?” 

“The benefactors wanted MMDI to send someone back in time to investigate that ranch. That 

much I can say with the utmost of confidence. Artificial beings were not possible using the 

know-how and the mechanical processes available to humanity in the year 2012. Those artificial 

beings had to be highly sophisticated to function sexually with human males. The benefactors 

wanted MMDI to learn about the artificial beings at the ranch.” 

“Are you suggesting that the benefactors wanted to set up an army on Earth to overtake human 

civilization in the 21st century?” 

“Director Burke, there is no evidence that the benefactors ever had an interest in conquering 

human civilization on Earth. The concept of conquering other planets to add to one’s empire may 

be a strictly terrestrial notion. I believe the benefactors are well beyond all that. They easily 

travel in multiple dimensions just like you can walk from one room to another. They have no 

need for an army.” 

“Then, why do you think they are testing us?” Director Burke asks. 

“They would discover that we sent a time travel agent back to the year 2012 twice. They would 

conclude that MMDI is serious in dealing with the destruction of this lunar base.” 

“And I need to go forward again to prevent this base from being destroyed.” 
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“Yes, of course. My conclusion now is that the simplest answer regarding the benefactors may 

be the best. The most the benefactors may want is to maintain that real-time connection through 

DNA to human men. To keep satisfying them with men’s ejaculations. They obviously would 

want MMDI to prevent this lunar base from being destroyed. But, Director Burke, I need to 

remind you: The file from the benefactors suggests to me that unless you change the timeline, 

there is only a matter of a few hours left before this base will be destroyed. You must act without 

delay. Do whatever it takes so that you change the future.” 

 

 

“Eduardo, I am ready for my mission, but I have some concerns that I cannot avoid.” 

“What concerns?” Eduardo wants to know. 

“Well, not sure how to say this. I feel different now that you brought me back to life. My 

memories feel differently to me than before. Simple things. And some complex things, too. I see 

myself in the time travel chamber ready to go forward. But, I also have memories of assigning 

Agent Andreas to go forward with me. I have memories of assigning Agent Robert Brandt also 

to go forward with us as well. These are memories that I don’t think I should have. Are there 

examples of other agents who have had similar memory problems like I seem to be 

experiencing?” 

“Director Burke, I will debrief you on all this after you go forward to stop this base from being 

destroyed a few hours from right now. Yes, there have been other agents who endured memory 

problems and I will give you all those details in a debriefing. For now, let me assure you that 

Doctor Oswald has all those issues under control.” 
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“There’s one very strange thing: I saw a place. I thought it was the afterlife. I don’t even believe 

in such things. It’s a bar somewhere separated from what we know as space and time. Old-

fashioned place with dark wood and electric lights as though they originated in the 20th century. 

And there was a bartender who did not seem like he was a mortal man.” 

“Yes, I intend to cover that in a debrief with you when you complete your mission to stop the 

destruction of this base. Please go on your mission immediately.”  

 

- - - - - - 
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